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floor in the front room. Gregor brought and spread rug&
for them, and put his sheepskin coat as pillow for theft
heads.
" I've been in the army myself, and I know/' he smiled
pacifically at the man who regarded him as his enem^l
But Alexandr's broad nostrils dilated, and his eyes watcher
Gregor uncompromisingly.
Gregor and Natalia lay down on the bed in the same
room. The Red Army men put their rifles by their heads
and huddled together on the rugs. Natalia wanted to put
out the lamp, but they asked menacingly:
" Who asked you to put the lamp out ? Don't dare to
touch iti Turn down the wick and the light should last all
night."
Natalia put the children to bed at her feet, and lay against
the wall without undressing. Gregor silently stretched him-
self out beside her.                                                             .,
" If you'd cleared off/' he thought, grinding his teetbf
" if you'd gone off they'd have had Natalia spread out on
this bed now and taking their joy of her as the men did
Frania in Poland."
One of the Red Guards began to tell a story, but a familiar
voice interrupted him, making challenging pauses in the
semi-darkness:
" Ah, it's a miserable life without women ! But the
master's an officer! He wouldn't give his wife up to us
ordinary snotty-nosed folk. Do you hear, master ? "
The menacing voice of the red-haired man interrupted
him:                                                                                ^
" Now, Alexandr, I've had enough of trying to tell your"
In every billet it's the same; you make a scene, behave
like a hooligan, and bring discredit on the Red Army banner.
It isn't good enough ! I'm going straight to the commissar
or the company commander. Do you hear ? He'll have
something to say to you ! "
There was a dead silence, which was broken by the sound
of the red-haired man drawing on his boots and snorting
angrily. After a minute or two he went out, slamming the
door behind him.
Natalia could not restrain herself any longer, and broke"
into  a noisy whimper.  With  one  shaking  hand  Gregor
stroked her head, her sweaty brow and wet face.  With